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Jake took out his phone and looked at the message again. 


"1863, this is it." 

He was glad that his twin brother Josh had offered to accompany him. They still didn't know their way around 
in a lot of areas of LA. - well, who did? - so they hadn't known what to expect. But when they drove their 
ramshackle old car down the street full of potholes and bumps, it became obvious that this wasn't the best 
part of town. 

They parked and stepped onto the equally marred sidewalk, looking over the small greyish house that might 
have been a nice color many years ago. Weeds had long since won the struggle against the front lawn, and the 
stone slabs that led to the front door would soon fall victim to them, too. 

Jake rang the doorbell and took two steps back. He hoped that they could get out of this place as soon as 
possible, with the vintage amplifier that he'd been pining after for so long in their trunk. Josh couldn't quite 
relate to Jake's passion for these technical devices, but ever since Jake had read him the classified ad, he 


knew his brother wouldn't rest until he owned that dusty old thing. 


Just when Jake thought about pushing the button again, steps could be heard from the inside. The door 


creaked when it was opened, and a tall man in a mechanic's overall opened the door, wiping his hands on a cloth. 
"Selling Christmas cookies in June? Isn't it a little early for that?" 


A little taken aback, Jake simply ignored the joke because he couldn't think of a smart retort, which was 
unusual for him. 


"Mr. Hetfield? Hi, I'm Jake Kiszka and that's my brother Josh. We've talked on the phone." 
"Yeah, right. The amp. Didn't you say Thursday?" 

"Uhm, no. We'd agreed on Tuesday. You've also confirmed it in your text message." 

"Ah, fucking cell phones. The auto-correct drives me crazy." 

"If it's inconvenient for you, we can come back on Thursday." 


"Oh no, the sooner | get rid of that old crap, the better. | haven't gotten it out of the garage yet, though. 
Might take a while to drag it out from behind all the other junk" 


"We can help you, Sir. No big deal.” 
Its James, not ‘Sir’, And | doubt you two midgets can lift any of that stuff." 


He didn't wait for their reply and walked past them towards the garage. The steel door rattled when he pulled 


it up, and a chaotic mess of boxes, car parts and pieces of furniture became visible. 


"You know what, wait a second. I'm gonna park the pick-up right in front of the garage. If we're gonna clear out 
this stuff, we can just as well put it in the bed and then I'll bring it to the junkyard tomorrow.’ 


When the boys looked at him a little dumbfoundedly, realizing that this was going to a lot more work than they 
had expected, he added, "I'll give you the amp for twenty bucks less, is that a deal?" 


Jake looked at Josh and shrugged. "Okay." 


James got inside the pick-up truck that stood at the side of the road behind Josh's and Jake's car and parked 
it in the driveway. 


"You can just throw everything into the bed of the truck, except for what's on the shelves on the wall, and 


the fridge. Someone's coming to buy it next week." 

The three of them set to work. After a while Jake couldn't control his curiosity any longer. 
"So.. were you in a band?" 

"Yep" 


"What kind of music did you play? And what was the band's name?" Jake blushed a little when he realized how 


infantile his eagerness had to seem to James. But James apparently didn't mind. 


"We were called Metallica, and we were a so-called heavy metal band. Some people labeled it ‘thrash metal! 


back then." 
"Oh, wow, the really heavy stuff, huh?" 


"Yeah, well.. we definitely weren't top 40 material" James chuckled as he tossed an old throw-rug up into the 


truck bed. 

"When was that?" 

"Early 1980's. We broke up in 1985" 
"Oh, what happened?" 


"Ah." James took a deep breath, ".long story. Way too long. I'm sure you boys got better things to do than 
listen to an old man's war stories. What kind of music do you play, by the way?" 


"Uh... ld say we're kind of a genre of our own." Josh replied proudly. 


"Haha, that's good. Doesn't hurt to have an ego that doesn't fit through the door when you want to make it 
big." 


"Well, you might be surprised, but we're into a lot of I710's blues and folk" Jake explained. 
"Not only might be, I'm weirded out, man! How come?" 


‘Our parents own an enormous record collection and they're both into that stuff, so we were raised on it, you 


could say." 


"Wow, that's kind of new to me. | was always proud NOT to like what my parents liked. | couldn't wait to move 
out as soon as possible. But | suppose today's generation is different.” 


When the twins lifted a large wooden cabinet and carried it out, Jake saw a familiar shape appear behind it. 
‘ls there a guitar in the case over there?" 


"No, only dead newborns’ bodies." James rolled his eyes when the boys froze mid-motion. "God, of course 


there's a guitar in there!" 
When he noticed that Jake kept staring at the case, he added, "Want to take a look?" 
"Surel" Jake exclaimed, cursing himself for sounding so childish and blushing again. 


‘I'm not selling this one though." James said when he opened the dusty case. A battered white Gibson Explorer 


appeared. "Haven't played it in over two decades, but there are a couple of memories attached to this guitar.” 
James slid his hand over the fretboard almost tenderly. 

"Cool, but not what | usually play." Jake conceded. 

"Guess we're living on two different planets as far as music goes." 

"Oh, music is music to me. I'd listen to anything at least once." 


"You won't say that again as soon as you've listened to some of the stuff | have on vinyl!" James joked. Jake 


wasn't sure why he hoped it would be an actual invitation 
A few minutes later, the garage was empty. 
"Thanks, guys. It would have taken much longer if I'd had to do it all by myself. Want a beer?" 


The twins exchanged a sheepish glance, then Josh mumbled vaguely "Uhm.. we're nineteen." 


"I take that as a yes." James pushed himself off the wall he'd leaned against and walked back to the house. 
"Man, can't we just go home now?" Josh whined and slouched his shoulders. 
"Are you turning down a free beer? Who are you and what have you done to my twin brother?" 


"Jake, | don't know about you, but I've got better things to do than spending my afternoon like this. You've 


gotten your amplifier, so why don't we leave?" 
"Dont you find this cool at all?" 

"What? Getting beer? Or that this sasquatch can play guitar?" 

‘No, | mean, all this history revealing itself just because we came here to buy a used amp. " 
“History’, yeah right. How many people have a band when they're young? It's not that special" 


"| don't know, I'd really like to find out more about him and his former band. He's kind of intriguing.” Jake leaned 
against one of the shelves. This caused some kind of a domino effect to the items that were stored there, and 


a shoe box full of photos fell onto the floor. 


"Oh, shit." Jake crouched down to put the pictures back in the box. A particular one caught his eye, because 
the back side was full of black scratches from a ballpoint pen. When he turned it around, it showed a tall 
young man with a long blond mane, assumably James when he was younger, and a shorter skinny brunette 
man, who Jake would have almost mistaken for a girl if he hadn't been shirtless. James was holding up the 
white Gibson Explorer triumphantly, and the smaller man had a pair of drumsticks in his hand. The photo must 
have been taken after a concert, because both looked heated and sweaty. They were grimacing at the camera 
and looked as if they had just conquered the world. James had his arm around the drummer's shoulders, 


whose small hand appeared on James’ side, resting on his hipbone. 
Jake turned the photo around again and tried to read what had been thorougly scratched out on the back. 
"Hey, put the stuff back in the box, he's coming!" Josh hissed. 


Jake hurried to collect all the pictures and cram them into the carton. After a sideways glance to make sure 

his brother wasn't watching him, he stuffed the photo he'd been studying so intensely into the back pocket of 
his jeans without a conscious thought. Then he stood up quickly and stuck the shoe box back on the shelf, just 
in time before James came around the corner. He had three ice cold beer bottles in his hands and gave one to 


each of the brothers. 


They sat down on a couple of chairs on a small patch of lawn between the garage and the house. After a 


couple of minutes of smalltalk about this and that, Jake resumed his interrogation. 


"If you don't mind, I'd really like to know more about your band. It must have been so much different back 


then before the internet.” 
"Oh, you can say that again," James nodded and leaned back in his chair. 
"When was the band founded?" 


"We started out in 198I. Oh my.. Lars and | were seventeen, can you believe it? Well, since you're nineteen, you 


probably started early, too. Wait a minute, you're nineteen and you're brothers? Are you twins?" 
"Exactly." Josh replied, like so many times before in their lives. 


"Well, we were blessed with good fortune right from the start. After a short while, our shows sold out in no 
time, and it was all just word-of-mouth back then. You couldn't simply type a name into your phone and listen 
to each and every band in the world. But we soon had a loyal fanbase and they kept spreading the word. A 


year later, we had a record contract, and our first album was released in 1983." 
"What was it called?" 
"Kill ‘Em All". 


"Wow, really?" Josh chuckled incredulously and James nodded with a grin. "Now if that ain't metal, than | don't 


know what is." 
"Oh, that's what it was. Probably not your cup of tea" 
"Not necessarily." Josh replied stiffly, but James didn't seem to notice it. 


"In 1984, during the recordings of what was meant to be our second album, the record company suddenly went 
bankrupt, and we couldn't find another that would sign us. We tried to finance it ourselves, but it left us flat 
broke. Our bassist became a father during that time and decided to call it quits, and then.. well, everything just 
went down the drain from then on. | wasted a couple of years of my life after that because | started drinking 
too much. But Cliff, said bassist, dragged me out of it, sent me to rehab and got me a job. I've been working as 


a mechanic since then End of story.’ 
"And what happened to your band mates? Do they still make music?" 


"No, mostly not. Cliff lives in San Francisco, still with his girlfriend from back then. They got married when she 
got pregnant. And if | remember correctly they have six children. Probably a bunch of grandchildren by now.. 
Fuck, we've gotten old! He became a teacher, which still cracks me up every time | think of it. That old 
pothead.. | think he's a pretty happy camper today. | don't see him often, but we call each other on our 
birthdays. He's like a brother to me to this very day." 


"That's good to hear." 

‘Our first guitarist Dave Mustaine pretty much took the low road, though. He was a drug addict and got 
busted for armed robbery. He's probably still rotting in some jail somewhere. To be honest, | don't give a shit 
about that malicious asshole." 

Jake suddenly wished he could secretly use the recording function on his phone. 

‘Our second guitarist, Kirk Hammett, stayed in the music business for a couple more years, he became a hired 
gun for a lot of bands. He's such an amiable type, gets along with everybody. About twenty years ago, he 
turned into a total health nut, though, and now owns a chain of yoga studios or something.. Sometimes he calls 
me, when he's in the area. But he lives in Hawaii, which isn't exactly around the corner.” 

"Interesting. And what about the drummer?" 

"Lars... well, he went back home to Denmark where his Dad took him back under his wings. Kirk once told me 
that he made a shitload of dough on the stock exchange. He's always been a money-grubbing little bastard. | 
don't have a clue what he does today, we've never met up again." 

James frowned and fell silent, turning his beer bottle around in his hands. 


"But that's enough about my past. What was your band's name again?" 


"We're called Greta Van Fleet. We're playing at the Parkway Theater Friday night, if you want to come check us 


out." 


"lm gonna see if | can make it." 


Two 
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Later on the same day 


It wasn't until Jake went to bed that night that he noticed something in the back pocket of his pants. It was 
the old photo of James and Lars on stage that he had put there that afternoon in James garage. 


Although his mind had been occupied with recalling every single detail of what James had talked about, for 
some reason he had forgotten that he hadn't returned the picture when they had left. A pang of guilt for not 


putting it back overcame him. 


He looked at it for a while and couldn't help but smile because of the exuberance it emanated. Then he turned 
it around and held it under the light of his bedside lamp. He wished he could find out what had been written on 
the back under all the vigorously drawn black lines. Jake squinted his eyes, then he reached for his phone to 


take a photo and used the zoom. 


Maybe "J + L" - with the shape of a heart around it? 


James plus Lars? 


He felt his cheeks grow hot. He squinted and looked again. No, what a silly ideal His mind was just playing tricks 
on him. It was hard to make out the letters. The person who'd scratched over it had done their job thorougly. 
Maybe it was a phone number with a circle around it? And why the heck had he come up with that idea 


anyway? 
He held the picture a little bit further away and then closer to his nose again But all he could see was "J+L". 


It could also just as well have been a simple teenage prank. One of their band mates or friends had probably 
scribbled it on the back of the photo and when James saw it he scratched over it. Simple as that. And James 
hadn't wanted to throw away the picture either, because.. man, it had been the 1980s! Photographs had been 
more valuable back then You had rolls of film and had to take the them to a shop to get the negatives 
developed and all that stuff. You couldn't just throw a picture away and order a new one just like that. 


But he couldn't fight the gut feeling that he had about James and his former drummer. There was something 
in James' eyes and the tone of his voice when he'd mentioned him.. Whether the heart on the back of the 


picture had something to do with it or not, Jake was pretty sure that James hadn't told him the whole truth 
about the end of Metallica. 


"Metallica". 
It sounded big, it sounded proud. 


What if they hadn't split up? What if their fate had taken a more fortunate turn? Maybe they'd still be active 
today. Maybe James wouldn't live in a ramshackle house, but in a huge mansion with gold, maybe platinum 


records on his walls. 


At present, Jake had no doubt that the only way for Greta Van Fleet was up. Although the writing and the 
playing were the most important aspects of playing in a band for him, he was also in it to win it. Or at least to 
become popular enough to have the freedom to make the music he loved without anybody telling him what to 


do and to play live as much as possible. 


Would they still be around twenty years from now? Or would they have boring day jobs while their 


instruments were gathering dust in a cellar or a garage just like James‘? 


He blocked these dark thoughts out and turned towards his phone again. He couldn't explain why he was so 
eager to find out more about this band he hadn't heard of until a couple of hours ago. About this band and.. 


this man. 
Oh, fuck 


There was no way he could talk to Josh about this - even if they usually shared everything. What he felt was 
new and unfamiliar. But he just couldn't get this guy out of his head. There was something mysterious to him. 
Mysterious and.. attractive. 


Dear Lord, he was fucking sexy! He was hofll Jake slumped back into his pillow with a deep sigh. 


When James had opened the door Jake had felt if he had been struck by lightning. And not because he was so 


tall and somewhat intimidating. No, it was definitely attraction. Sexual attraction, who was he kidding? 


The more he thought about it, the more his mind moved away from the details of his story, but concentrated 
on the physical features of the man. The endless legs, the broad shoulders, the strong, tattooed arms, the 
rather boyish haircut for a man his age.. 


Jake closed his eyes to call more details of James' body to mind and felt something stir below the belt - even 
more persistently when he added the memory of James' warm, deep voice. 


Confusion overcame him and made him feel a little nauseous. He'd been going out with girls all his teenaged life. 


He'd always thought he was an average smalltown straight boy, yet now here he lay, getting a boner caused 


by a middle-aged man he'd only just met? But he shoved those concerns aside. It felt way too good to give in 


to the craving. 


He typed something into the search engine of his phone and looked at the results. There were a couple of 
articles, most of them praising Metallica's first and only album as a "forgotten jewel". Further down, there was 


a link to a video upload on Youtube: "Seek and Destroy, Live at the Metro". Jake clicked on it. 


A tan, lanky boy with a lion's mane addressed the crowd with an "oh-so-menacing" voice: James, about the 


same age Jake was today. 


Jake's eyes were glued to the muscular arms, at that time still tattooless and shiny from sweat in the small 
club where it must have been 100 degrees on stage. The sound was lousy, but nobody seemed to mind. The 
crowd, which consisted solely of young men, went wild when the band began to play, quite unlike the audiences 
Jake was used to playing in front of with his band, which was mainly composed of classic rock fans over forty 


and the occasional teenage girl who'd developed a crush on him or one of his bandmates. 


He watched a couple of songs with the sound at low volume in order not to wake anyone up. The music was 
lightyears away from what he usually listened to, yet he tried to get into the melodies and arrangements as 
best as he could. Then he powered down the phone, put it on the nightstand and turned the light off. All of a 
sudden he realized that he was sweating and his whole body was tense. He took a deep breath and stretched 
his arms, but when he took them back down, his hands began to roam over his body. Only a few minutes later, 
still dazed from his orgasm, he turned the lamp on again to stumble towards the bathroom and get rid of the 


mess he'd made. 


When he got back to bed, he took one last look at the photograph. He just had to see this man again. 


Three 
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Friday night 


"Are you seriously expecting Metal Methuselah to show up?" 


Jake, who was peeking at the crowd through a gap in the curtain, jumped when his twin brother piped up right 
next to him. When Jake turned to him with an annoyed expression on his face, Josh grinned at him like the 


Cheshire cat. 


"Can't you just leave me the fuck alone? Why are you acting so condescending towards him? Doesn't go well 


with your hippie attitude, Joshy..” 


The older twin successfully dodged the Chelsea-boot-clad foot kicking in his direction, then Josh realized that it 
probably wasn't a good idea to raise more drama right before their performance. So he just shrugged and 
went back to the tiny dressing room behind the stage. Jake scanned the room once more, but James was 


nowhere to be seen. He couldn't deny that he was crestfallen. 


Yesterday afternoon, he'd gotten so antsy that he sent James a text message with the link to the 
announcement of the show on the club's homepage. At first he'd written a personal message, then deleted it, 
re-written it five times and deleted it again until he'd come to the conclusion that a link would be enough. 


Neutral. Professional. Unobtrusive. 
Still, his fingers had shaken when he hit "send". 


In the last couple of days, he'd sucked up every piece of information about Metallica that he'd been able to 
find on the internet. He'd listened to "Kill ‘Em All" on repeat, although it still hurt his ears. He'd saved every 
picture, most of them blurry old concert photos, a couple of promo shots for the album, and even a rather 


recent one of James on his employer's website, "Rob's Car Care". 


Although he was usually a highly focused person, he'd found himself drifting off into daydreams again and 
again. Naturally Josh had been the first to notice and eventually confront him. And just as naturally, Jake had 
finally caved and told his brother what was occupying his mind. But unlike all the other times before, he'd left 


one detail out: the crucial detail about the reactions that James had begun to cause in his heart - and other 


organs. 


Maybe it was because he still wasn't sure about these reactions. Was he just under-fucked? He'd been 
completely absorbed by writing and rehearsing for weeks. Before the boys had moved to Los Angeles, he'd 
broken up with his girlfriend back home on at least halfway friendly terms. Their relationship had come to a 
standstill quite a while ago. After that, he'd buried himself in work. 


But was fantasizing about a middle-aged man the way his body chose to remind him that he should finally go 
on a date with a girl again? Highly unlikely. 


He took a deep breath and walked over to his guitar stand, giving it a last once-over to make sure everything 


was prepared for the concert. 


"Highway Tune" was supposed to be their very last encore. Jake started it with a prelude that eventually fused 
into the actual song. He was drenched in sweat, strands of his long dark brown hair stuck to his forehead and 


cheeks, but he hardly noticed it. 


And just when he played the main riff teasingly slow for the very first time, he spotted him. At the very end 
of the club, leaning on the bar. The room wasn't large, and James was standing in the cone of light of one of 


the lamps above the counter. For an endless second, they looked each other right in the eye. 


Jake almost forgot what he was playing, but got a hold of himself just in time to continue the song, which he 
did with outright abandon. At first his bandmates turned their heads in wonder, but then they let themselves 
get carried away with him. The audience thanked them with a lengthy applause. 


There wasn't a shower in the backstage area of such a small club, so all the boys could do was towel 
themselves off and put on fresh clothes. Nevertheless Jake took a look in the broken mirror before he went 
back into the barroom. 


His brother tried to interfere. 


"Hey, sweetie, remember your birthday? Is it, by chance, the same as mine, meaning you're not allowed to go 
in there?" 


"Come on, do you think they're going to check a band member's ID?" Jake brushed off his twin brother's 


concern. "Call Mom if you want!" 


He pushed his way through the crowd towards the bar, smiled politely at the people who patted him on the 


back and gave him kudos for the performance. 


"Hey! Here comes the rockstar!" James greeted and teased him in the same breath. 

"Hi, thank you for coming" Jake replied and wondered why he sounded so bashful all of a sudden 
"Im so glad | did. You guys were absolutely amazing!" 

"Thanks, Im glad to hear that" 


"Not as.. uhm.. ‘folk-ish' as | had feared," James admitted with a grin, “actually it reminded me a lot of Led 
Zeppelin" 


Jake rolled his eyes and sighed. "Oh, now that's new.." 


‘Oops, did | strike a nerve? l'm sorry. It was definitely very original, don't worry. And | mean, being compared 
to Zeppelin is something most bands would kill for." 


"You're probably right. Anyway, it seemed like people were into it. At least nobody left” 


"Don't sell yourself short, kid! Everyone had a great time. It's a little weird to have most of the audience 


sitting at tables at a rock show nowadays, but | guess times are changing.’ 


"Well, so far we haven't had crowd surfers at our shows, but who knows what the future will bring?" Jake 


grinned at his own joke, and James followed suit. 

"Be careful what you wish for, though! An enthusiastic audience is a great thing, but sometimes things can get 
out of hand. | remember this one time when Kirk held his guitar into the crowd during a solo - and people 
grabbed the guitar and took it out of his hands! We couldn't believe our eyes. Two stage hands had to jump 
into the crowd to get the guitar back" 

"Yeah, I've seen that incident. It was wildl" 

"You've seen it? Where did you see it?" 

"There's a video of that show on YouTube." 

"YouTube? Ah, okay. | don't know much about social media. Wonder who put it there." 

| can try to find out if you like.” 


"Oh, never mind. Who cares about that old garbage anyway?" 


Its got quite a number of comments, actually. All of them full of praise." 


"Maybe Kirk and Cliff registered under fake names!" James chuckled. 
"Now you're the one who can't accept a compliment.” 


"Well, you have a point. I've never been good at that. It was a great feeling went the audience went crazy, but 


as soon as | got off stage, I'd rather have disappeared. | was terribly shy.’ 
"Really? You appeared like such an awe-inspiring metal guy on stage." 


"Ah, you know.. the guitar, the mic-stand, the boys in the band around me on stage - they were like a shield 
that protected me and made me feel stronger. Truth to be told: | didn't even want to be the singer in the first 


place." 
‘Oh, is that so? | couldn't imagine you standing in the corner next to somebody else singing.’ 


"Thanks, guess | must have done something right, huh? Anyway, that was way back Let's talk about the 
present instead. What are your plans? As far as | know, record deals aren't the main goal for today's bands 


anymore." 


"Well, as a matter of fact, we are planning on recording some songs for an EP soon. The contract isn't cut and 


dried yet, but | hope we can come to an agreement soon 


| wish | could offer you some advice, but I'm afraid I'm anything but an expert in that regard. We got 
seriously screwed by the record company back in the day." 


Their conversation continued without pause. At some point Jake wondered if James was always so chatty or 
whether he hadn't had a night out for a long, long time. They'd probably have continued until closing time if 
Sam hadn't called Jake from the backstage door and told him they were about to leave. Jake had a vague 
feeling that Josh had prompted their little brother to do so. 


"Guess | gotta go. It was great talking to you. Thanks again for checking us out” 


‘It was my pleasure. Let me know when you guys will be playing live again'James's warm-hearted smile gave 
Jake hope that it wasn't just an empty phrase. 


When he walked outside to meet his brothers and Danny at the van, it felt as if he was in a daze. His cheeks 
glowed. He was glad that Josh had already fallen asleep in the backseat, so he didn't have to endure any 
bullshit from him. Sam and Danny were engaged in a conversation about transitions between certain songs, so 


thankfully, they didn't interrupt him in his reverie, either. 


He closed his eyes and tried to recall as much of what James had said as possible, relishing the sound of that 


incredible voice. Memories of James’ bright blue eyes came into the mix, of his smile, his big hands.. Jake was 


glad that it was only a short ride back to their apartment. He was suddenly very eager to be alone. 


Four 


He could have just sent it by mail. He could have put it in a drawer and forgotten about it. He could have 
thrown it in the trash. Yet here he was standing on James' doorstep again. Jake's fingers trembled slightly 
when he rang the door bell, and fought the urge to run back to the car last minute - which would appear 


even more pathetic than what he was doing right now. 


James opened the door, this time sporting a metal T-shirt that had obviously been worn and washed many, 


many times ("Venom" - Jake immediately made a mental note to Google it later) and a pair of faded blue jeans. 
"Oh! Hey, Jake. What's up? Did you send a message? I'm sorry, | haven't looked at the phone all day." 


"Hi. um. no, | haven't. I'm sorry, | should have done that, or called. | just, |. don't know how it happened, but.. 


maybe it got stuck to my shoe or something, but | found this photo in my car and thought I'd return it” 

He presented James the photograph. 

"Okay... uh, that's.. funny. Thanks for returning it. | appreciate it" A moment of awkward silence ensued. James 
looked back and forth between the photo and Jake until he suddenly frowned and asked, "You drove all the way 
here to return this? You could have sent it by mail." 

"Yes, um.. | know.. " Jake blushed and began to study the flaking paint of the doorframe. 

James scrutinized the young man, but there was a friendly twinkle in his eye. 

"Care for a cup of coffee?" 

A few moments later, Jake found himself in James' living room. James asked him to have a seat on a faded 
sofa and excused himself to get the coffee from the kitchen A radio commentary about a football game could 


be heard from down the hall, then the rattling of cups and the buzzing of a coffee machine. 


Jake took a look around. Both the coffee table and the TV cabinet looked like they were DIY projects. There 


were two large posters of vintage cars on one of the walls. Other than that, the room was barely furnished. 


On a small table next to the TV set stood several framed photos. Jake leaned forward to get a closer look. All 
of them showed three very flaxen-haired children at different ages. Two girls and a boy. The younger 
girl bore so much of a resemblance to James it was striking. For some reason, his heart sank a little at the 


realization that James had children. 


"Can't deny they're mine, huh?" James inquired ironically when he returned. Jake almost jumped in his seat. 


"There aren't any recent pictures, though. The little one goes to junior high now." 


"Ah, cool,” Jake replied with a smile, not knowing what else to add, and took the coffee mug that James offered 
him. It was black with the logo of the Oakland Raiders on it. He squinted to find out what was on James' cup - 
apparently just a giant middle finger. 

"Thank you," he said and took a sip, then immediately scrunched his nose. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't ask if you wanted milk or sugar," James said as he noticed Jake's expression 

"No, it's.. fine. Thanks. | always drink it black," Jake lied, for whatever reason. 

“Alright. So.. what's going on with the band?" James thankfully steered the conversation into safer waters. 
Just like the last two times they had met, as soon as they started talking about music, they seemed to get 
into a flow. James didn't appear disgruntled about Jake's "surprise visit" at all. Rather, it felt like James was 
very happy to be able to talk to Jake again 

Despite the unearthly strong coffee that slowly burned a hole in his stomach wall, Jake felt comfortable and 
relaxed immediately. He hoped he wasn't too obvious when he occasionally let his eyes roam over James' body. 
The fabric of his T-shirt clung to his broad shoulders and muscular, but not burly upper arms. Visions of 
what he'd already imagined that included those arms wrapped around him flashed through Jake's mind while he 
was chatting about his favorite guitar models. 

Yet most often, his attention was captured by James' face, his striking, light-blue eyes, and especially his 


smile. Somehow Jake had a feeling that it had been a long time since the last time James had smiled in such a 


lighthearted manner. It only increased his curiosity to find out more about James’ past. 


Jake didn't have a clue how time had passed so quickly when his phone rang. When he looked at it he was 
surprised to see that he'd spent more than four hours at James’ already. He and James were sitting on the 
floor of James' living room in front of his huge old hi-fi system, surrounded by dozens of vinyl LP covers. 
‘Oops, sorry. Its my brother," he apologized. James turned down the volume of the record player and stood up. 


"Ill be in the kitchen," he whispered, then left the room. 


Jake stared at the phone for another round of his ringtone and took a deep breath before answering the call. 
He endured Josh's tirade wordlessly. 


Yes, he had forgotten about the appointment. Yes, he knew was late. 


‘Sorry, dude. I'll hurry. Tell them we'll be there in an hour, okay?" 


He ended the call without any further explanations and closed his eyes for a moment. There'd be enough time 
to make up an excuse on the way back to their apartment, because there was no way he'd tell his brother 


where he'd been for anything in the world. And why. 


"Trouble?" that gentle, velvety voice asked. James was leaning against the door frame with a genuine look of 


concern in his eyes. 

"Nah, | just forgot the time a little bit. Guess | should hit the road." 

"So, what about next week around the same time?" 

Jake was sure he'd misheard, He looked at James like a deer in headlights, not certain whether to answer 
something that might make the situation even more embarrassing, or whether he should simply ask James to 


repeat the question 


James, in turn, appeared to feel a little awkward, too. He hastened to elaborate, "That is.. um.. if you'd like to 


check out some more awful noise from a hundred years ago with this senior citizen?" 


So James had, in fact, invited him over for next week Jake felt a giant grin spread across his face, and James 


mirrored the expression immediately, obviously relieved about Jake's positive reaction 
"Sure! | still have to find out what ‘Venom’ sounds like." 


"Oh, | don't know if your ears are ready for that yet. We'll have to train your pain level a little more before 
we get there." 


A few minutes later, Jake was on his way in his car, cranking UFO on the stereo - newly added to the playlist 


on his phone. 


